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	1. 1: Support

**Support**

I was always there.

Waiting.

Wanting.

Hoping.

Dreaming.

Always giving.

And yet not receiving.

Not because I didn't accept, but because you never offered.

Still, I supported you.

Changed your hand when you needed a new extension.

Sharpened your axe, free of charge, even when I knew that it would be dull from the bark of the trees by tomorrow.

Offered that block of ice at the end of a long day.

Rebalanced your hammer, while trying to tolerate you bragging on yourself forever.

Listened to you sprout statistics nonstop.

Even giving you my failed contraptions so you could go and destroy stuff with it.

But you weren't there for me.

None of you.

Not really.

Sure, occasionally you would leap in and keep me from getting eaten by a Gronckle of Zippleback.

But was it to keep me alive or to make sure that you always had a punching bag around.

But, I'll still support you, even if you don't do the same for me.

Mom once said, "It's the little things that matter."

Well, I've done the little things.

A lot of little things.

Maybe, someday, you will support me too.

Even if it's a little thing, I'll remember it like it was a big one.

Who knows.

Maybe it will be.

But that's all I want.

Not muscle.

Not a girlfriend.

Not pride from my father.

Not acceptance.

Not "fitting in".

Support.

* * *

><p><strong>Hey guys! Just a quick oneshot that popped into my head yesterday. Hope you all enjoy.<strong>

**So, please go read my other fanfics, specifically "The Lion, The Witch, and The Hiccup" and "Till Death Do Us Part". I don't even need you to review, just a follow or two (or dozen). So... please?**

**Anyway, keep writing!**

**DinoMaster316**


	2. 2: Too Bad

**Too Bad**

She doesn't like him. If he were different, then maybe.

It's too bad that he's no good with weapons. He can't swing an axe to save his life. His aim with a bow is atrocious. He can't even lift a mace. As for the hammer– never mind. Though, he does have surprising fluidity with a sword…

It's too bad that he has no muscle. He can't tug a tree out of the ground. When he tries to lug sheep, he moves about as fast as a slug. The one time that her friends asked him to wrestle with them, he'd been pinned by all of them in 10 seconds or less. Even Fishlegs. Though, it would be nice to be able to wrap her arms fully around someone, instead of halfway. Or a quarter…

It's too bad that he thinks so much. Every time you step into the forge, duck or else some new invention is going to take your head off. He carries that notebook around with him everywhere. And he is always scribbling in it. But, his drawings are quite nice to look at…

It's too bad that he's so clumsy. Always bumping into people and causing them to drop what they are doing. Causing accidents at crucial times. Getting yelled at by his father and responding with snarky, sarcastic quips in his nasally tone. But, he usually has a valid rebuttal. And the times that he's worked on her axe, he's never knocked a thing over and had surprisingly clever hands….

It's too bad her heart doesn't listen to logic.


End file.
